io8              OUT OF MY COFFIN
my words, and stated opinions would from that day
be noted and commented upon. By them I would be
judged. It was a reminder to me to be careful and
thoughtful, and to prepare me for a round of gaiety,
which I should taste for the first time on my return
to Rome.
As soon as we were installed again in Palazzo
Massimo for the winter, preparations began for my
coming out, after Christmas. I now began to dine
with my parents when they had guests, and so I
met many more people, amongst them Sgambati,
the pianist and composer; Conte Enrico di San
Martino, Director of the Accademia di Santa Cecilia,
of whom I have already spoken ; Madame Chaminade,
whose songs Mama used to sing so delightfully and
sometimes accompany herself on the guitar. These
evenings were delightful and much appreciated by
everybody.
William Heinemann, the publisher, often came to
dinner and used to entertain us with many anecdotes.
My great excitement was my coming-out frock
which my mother had ordered from Paris ; my maid
and I anxiously awaited its arrival; in fact I think
my maid's excitement was greater than my own.
Never before had we so eagerly awaited the arrival
of the postman.
At last the parcel appeared! It was opened in
the drawing-room, where all the household had
congregated, and when my maid lifted it out, there
was a murmur of admiration. It was made of white
mous$eline-de~soie with little ruches of white satin
ribbon round the bottom, a wide satin belt, and the
dtcolletfe encircled by small rosebuds. It was the
custom then for a debutante to be entirely in white.